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WRITTEN IN RED.

CHAPTER ! —Story opens in offices of
North & Stackhouse, a Boston brokers' and
bankers' concern. Directors of Nicaragus
Midiard and Stuckhouse awalt North who
same daye before bad received letter ihreat-
ening death Search for North reveals his
dead body at his unoccupled tows home
Beaide body, In scraw! of red, In writ-
ten “Sinckhoupe ™

CHAPTER I —Officern, reporters and
phymicians investigate and perfumed wom-

ndkerchie! is found on st.ircase
’ an F. Thomas, of Boston Gicbe, in-
troduced
CHAPTER 3—Feiridge friend of the
firm, and Stackhouss engage Detective
Lamm to probe murder, and each In private
Geclares the other the criminal. Lamm goos
to Swampwscott, North's summer home
CHAPTER ¢ —Lamm hides North
home. where Stackhouse alwo ves, and
bears Mra Stackhouse North's ‘aughter,
mccuse husband f murder Btackhouse

Jeaves hame, wife fainta

CHAPTER & tidwe arrivea at North

Bome. Lammn terviews Mra Stackhouse
Fetridge a ~ k Marie Molesot
known 1o both Fetr

ig® and Stackhouse,

connacied

Examiner

with caae
CHAFPTER 7T 1
Disclosed that Mr th's
vinity
M-
CHAPTER
AFPPLEREF TAKEN RIPRISE
urse of profes which
t Detective Lan mpacott
shore on Friday als the
North villa, on the day following, Mr
Kingman F. Thomas
A young and timid gentleman, of

many aspirations but
dence, h ited to ca
house for such news as might be attain
able. But Moffett. in all bis dignity—
before he had looked at Mr. Lamm's
warning figure—Moflett had elied the
novicein newspaper work: and when Mr
Thomas reported himself for duty on
Baturday moruing, among the work to
ba deputed to him for the day was a viait
to the North houschold at Swampscott

Other newspaper duties so far en.
croached upon Mr. Thomas’ Ume that it
was not until evening that he took the
traln for Swampscott, and it was grow
ing dark when he reached the house
which appeared almost deserted

But Mr. Thomas' vigorous ring at the
bell was answered by a pretty maid In
mourning, to whom Mr. Thomas con-
fided the fact that he was a friend of the
Iate master of the house, and would be
glad of the opportunity to see Miss Har-
wood.

Aunt Comfort In due time surged
through the doorway of the reception-
room, none too large to admit the com-
fortablie passage of her portly form

“This is Miss sald Mr
Thomas

“Yes, sir.”

“Permit me to present myself. My
name is8 Thomas. | have long known
Mr. North In businesas circles; indeed, |
may say that we met! very frequently on
aocial occaslons also Hearing of this
sad event | have called to offer my con-
dolences, and o beg that, If my services
in any capacity will be of value, you
will do me the favor of putting them to
the best use, though | know that, with
Misa Harwood as head of the bereaved
bhousehold, nothing has been left un-
done.” This with a deferential bow.

“Thank you Oh, thank you! A-h!"

“But | am confldent that everything
will be properly managed. There ls Mr.
Stackhouse.”’

*“Oh, sir, you don't know. | couldn't
say a word about the matter, not even
to Mr. North's friend. But | will re-
mark that circumstances have taken
such a strange turn that Mr. Stackhouss
will not be concerned Iln the funeral ar-
rangements. The only gentleman who
is doing anything is Mr., Fetridge—a
friend of the family; and [ am so over-
wrought and troubled by these terrible
events, Mr. —Mr. (Thomas, thank you),
that | hardly know whether to hope he
can be of much service to us or not.”

Mr. Thomas brought his most ap-
proved glance of sympathy to bear upon
the good old iady.

“You must be calm and firm, madam.”
be suggested. “Remember that every-
thing depends on you—the young ladles
ook to you, unaturally, in a time like
this ™

“Ab-bh-h'!" ejaculated Aunt Comfort.
**They are acting very strangely. Of
course, | couldn’t think of saying any-
Lhing against them, for 1 love the poor
&irls, both of them; but | must say,
mr, that it has been & trial to me to
see how recklessly they have gone on
haere, without even llstening to good
advics.™

“The effect of the sudden shock”
hinted Mr. Thomas, respectfully.
““They need a little disinterested coun-
sel, my dear madam. Now If | could
only see them as thelr father's friend
and have & little talk with the young
ladies, | am sure they would see mat-
ters In their true light and realize
what a blessing it fa to have such a
prop and stay s you in & time like
thls”

Aunt Comfort furitvely wiped her
ayes, as she agalu swayed back and
forth shaking her head.

“You are very kind and thoughtful,
Mr.—Mr.—(Thomas, thank you)—aud,
you being a friend of their poor dead
father, perhaps the girls will heed
what you say. | would not think of
allowing & stranger (0 ses them
“There were Lwo callers here yesterday.
One was a police detective.

1 been dep
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be didn't come 0 much, and we
tnought perhaps there had been some

disagreement between him and poor
Mr. Northh But he began (o come
again to the house, just as before

Yes, Mr. Fetridge has been very friend-
Iy with bota our young ladiea”

“l never heard Mr. North speak of
Mr. Fetridge,” said Thomas “But ..
you know him to be trustworthy and

honorable that s certainly suffictent
AssuUranoce
“Thank you, Mr. Thomas Here .

have been kecping you from the ladies.
3 am sure they will be very ready to
see A friend of their father. And | do
hope they wi.. hear what you have to
Bay.”

“l ean advise them t0 no better
course. my dear madam, than to fols
low your own good counsel,” said the
reporter as Aunt took her
panting course the door.

Siting In his chair he could easily
follow Aunt Comfort's progress by her
ejaculations, partly

Comiort
toward

natural, partly the

result of her excitement of mind. As
be walted her ret: he thought, with
pardonable aelf-« lacency, on the
facts which the go man had dis
closed, and wond would be his
good fortune to the young North
ladies hal ) ad ) speak. He was
aroused his 1 tions by the re-
Appearance of Aunt Comfurt at the
door
had no thought for
after his syes fe:l
s
I would say Mr.
ughte Aunt Com-
L And this 1s
ger hild My
dear girls Jis i= & friend of your poor
father, Mr. Th He takes a deep
interest in you: eifare will only
oe 1 he says, ii he can le
of & F SErvice.”

Thomas inwardly congratulated
himself that his was a rea! and no
simulated Interest in the case, for he
felt perfectly sure that the orbs of this

blonde-haired, stately reserved woman

would detect io an instant any pre-
lense.
It was to Marion that he turned, but

his thoughts, not less than his sym-
pathies, were with her delicate. grief-

stricken companion

"l do not know that Mr. North had
a single enemy in his business af-
falrs,” he began, “yet it seems plain

that somehow or other he had gained
the hostility of some person, and that
person must have been concerned in
this terrible crime.”

“Just what tue police detective said. ™
Aunt Comfort inuterposed. “But if Mr.
North had an enemy, it was certainly
no one in this house.™

She looked around for some words
of confirmation, but Stella was still
Quietly crying, and Marion sald noth-
ing

“Canoot you think of any person*™
resumed Mr. Thomas, “wh might
have had a grudge agalnst your fa-
ther? Any discharged emplore?™ He
looked at Marion.

“Lat me speak for my sister as well
as myself, Mr. Thomas"™ declared
Marion, rising. “We neither of wus
bave any |dea whatever 10 express as
to the possible or probable gulit of
ADyonue. We thank you for your
profer of assistance, but will not
trouble you further at this time.
Come, Aunt Comfort. Good evening,
wir.”

The two young ladies had left the
room, with Aunt Comfort in unwilling
tow llfke some unwieldy, harmless
barge, before Mr. Thomas realized that
the conference was at an end. One
pleasant association only he carried
away with him, the charm of the pres-
ence of the younger girl, whose gentle
inclination of the head as she looked
at him just before leaving the room
seemed to accentunte his feeling that
here was a helpless, beautiful girl, who
appealed to his sympathetie interest,
and whom. If occasion should come,
bhe would most giadly serve.

Mr. Thomas, as he wrote of the day's
developments {n the North cass. graph-
feally presented certain facts, b:'® kept
others, quite as Important. untold.
Among these undisclosed matters the
name and standing of Richard Fet-
ridge in the North household were in-
cluded.

There i@ no “rest day” In the re-
porter’s week. Sunday came and
brought to Mr. Thomas new dutles, In
all the dally papers of Saturday this
annpuncement had appeared:

*“The funeral of the late Pau! North will
take place from his late resldence BEwamps-
Fcott, at three p. m_ on Bunday, June 18

Relatives and friends Invited without fur-
iher notice. Burial private™

In the throng that pressed into the
house of mourcing, it would have
taken attentive observation to single
;ut Mr. Thomas. But he was there
among the first; a nod of recognition,
given and returned, secured for him a
place after his own heart, where he
could see a!l and not be seen. From
this point of vantage, Thomas looked
over the assemblage
lelsyre, and noted many & face familiar
in State street and on ‘change.

Rather a young man in black, whom

but Etella who
heart. Once only ne caught sight of
her face, and its pathetic, frightened
look again touched him nearly. “What
would ! not give,” he thought, almost
wondering at the sudden feeling, “for
the opportunity to help that poor girl!
How 1 wish it were in my power to
give her courage and hope.™

Miss Harwood sat with Marion and
Stelln on either side, closely velled
No other relatives were preser’, for
Paul North's only brother—a Chicago
merchant—was abroad with his fam-
1ly.

As the sweet, mournful straips of the
funeral anthem were bheard, the
searchiong éye of Mr. Thomas noted
the presence, in a seat not far from the
eentral group, of the worthy lnspector
Applebee,

Mr. Thomas' mental surmise was
Quite correct. Inspector Applebes was
there on business. But the outcome of
that vialt surprised no one more than
the officer from police headquarters.

The brief service had snded: the as-
samblage rose reapectfully to permit
the speciu]l mourners to pass through
the room; and Inspector Applebes
found himse.. directly before them as
they went on, followed by many a
eympuathetic look.

Aunt Comfort came a Httle in ad-
vance: and then the two orphaned
girls, Stella walking on the side near-
er to the watel) % luspector,

A subtle, dellcsie odor came to his
sense as Stella stopped for a moment
8o that he might have touched
her without lifting his arm—a falnt,
rare perfume

Instantaneousiy

near

the scent recalled a

certaln scene to the Inspector's mind
His thoughts went from Paul North's
¥illa at Swampscott to Paul North's

town house In Marlboro street: and
he seemed to find again, where it had
lain overlooked In the master's house,
a bit of filmy lace

There could be po mistake, the In-

A SUBTLE DELICATE
TU HIS BENEE AS FTELLA BETOFPED
FOR A MOMENT

ODOR CAME

spector sald to himself, outwardly im-
Passive, bul every nperve guivering
with axcitement.

With Stella North, aimost as if it
were a part of hervell, came that faint,
Yot penetrating and subtle odor which
Inapector Applebee had known in all
his life but unce before: when he was
keeping watch in the house where
Btella North's father lay, coid Ino death.

CHAPTER 1X.

UNDER COVER OF THE NIGHT

When the yellow state house dome
Bext came Into Reporter Thomas'
view that Sunday after the funeral he
had gained a deal of nformation about
the people at the North willa,

Quite naturally, one of the first
places he sought was the quiet office of
Detective Lamm.

The door belng locked between them

and possible intruders, Mr. Thomas
began his disclosures.
“Al the present time, Lamm." he

sald, giving the office chair a twirl be-
fore sit.ing down in It, “there are two
things which strike me as pecullar.
There are two men in this case who
naturally come under suaplclon—one
of them because he has no history;
the other because his history is pe-
suliar.”

“And the man with no history (s?"

“Thornton Stackhouse. You may or
mAy not be aware of the fact that
until he appearsd in Boston ten years
ago, he was unknows to anybody In
these parts. and that of his earller
life there are only extant to-day the
vaguest and most conflicting rumors.
He never refers to anything in his life
more than ten years old. So, as [ say,
he has no history.”

“Umba!” sald Lamm; "as you say,
I may or may not have been aware of
the fact. Well, then, as to the other
man whose history is peculiar?®™

“l referred, Lamm. to Mr. Richard
etridge. the Apollo Belvidere of
Btate street, the ideal lady killer, the
man whose personal appearance is the
principal thing about him which
would at once strike an observer.™

“And why does this man begin to
appear suspicicus to you?"

“Because | can’t exactly understand
his relations to the North family, nor
his motives {n his relations to them.™

“Tell me what you kuow and Il
try to help you.™

“From what people down at the
shore gossip, it appears that Fetridge
made the scquaintance of the Norths
at Swampscott three years ago. The
young man was boarding at some hotel,
met the young ladies. seems to have
been particularly struck with Marion,

“AR!" Mr. Lamm lit & new cigar. |
“Didn’t like the young feliow. eh?”

twrned the cold shoulder to Fetridge,
who was only a struggling lawyer, with
sothing but his wits 10 depend on for
a living. His visits to the house sud-
denly stopped. About two months
after he ceased to csll at the place,
Marion North becam: Marion Stack-
house.”

“There was plenty of gossip about
that event at Swampscott, I'll be
bound,” was the detective’'s comment.

“Of course. Everybody sald she mar.
ried Stackhouse for money, although
she was In love with the other fellow.
Bome people go so far as to say that
Marion and Fetridge had some lovers'
quarrel, and 8o separatad. Other peo-
ple, with whom Marioa is no favorite,
did not hesitate to say that the young
woman, being one of the cool and cal-
culating kind, agreed with her father
that Stackhouse was a certainly and
the young lawyer only & possibility so
far as money Interests were con-
cerned.”

“Fetridge I8 a rich man now,” oracu-
Iarly declared Mr. Lamm.

“Ah! If friend North had dreamed
that In a few weeks Fetridge would
fall heir to & very handsome property
in Australia, 1 think our friend Stack-

house would have been dismissed for
the lawvyer It was an uncle, 1 hear,
that left Fetridge his fortune Fetridge
went to Ausiralia to settle up the es-
tate, as perhaps you know, not in the
least expect to get much of any-
thing. But | nine months he came
home, to everybody's surprise, himself
included, a milliona

“Exactly: well?"

“Well, he began feel drawn to-
ward the Norths again. T time the
old man was very g ave him on
good terms with the family The al
mighty dollar, you know. 1 don't mean
to slur & dead man's memory, but Paul
North was a disclple of Mammon, if
ever there was one in the world. The

question iu everybodr's mouth is. how
did Stackhouse a1 his extraor
dinary Influence over Paul North? 1
attribute it to his cunning catering to
the oild man's strougest passion—
avarice. But not to digress. Fetridge
visited the house regularly for =
month or two, an was gossiped

down at the shore
turned his attenti
Aam oot at all certa
ness of that
Lamm. "

“He may have »
mer liking for Ma

Mr. Lamm found an answering look
from his co-worke: that made a spoken
response superfiuoas

at the Apollo had
to Miss Btella. 1
1 A8 to the correct.
sumption mysell,

meibhing of his for.
you mean?™

“Just about a .nonth ago, Lamm,
professional busiress called Fetridge
away from Bosto: At any rate that
was the explanation given by the
yYoung lawyer, who appears to have en-
tered Into quite (ntimate relations
with the firm of North & Stackhouse
since he came bick from Australia

with his millfons. A Water street man
1 saw at the funeral told me he be-
Neved Fetrldge bLacked the concern.
and went away on some business con-
nected with .~

“That's a mere guess,” was the de-
tective’s comment. “We must try to
get &t the real cause for this trip. You
do not imagine that any disagreement
with the fam!ly or the firm could have
been at the bottom of it

“There was no love lost between
Stackhouse and Fetridge. The cause
of their mutual dislike may or may not
be hard to determine,” sald Thomas,
in & meaning tone; “but i'm very cer-
tain, from what! has taken place since
Mr. North's death—Fetridge did not
come back, you know, until two days
before-—that he |s on quite as good a
standing wiin (he family as ever. The
way in which be was trusted in the
funeral arrangements shows that
much, plainly enough.”

Mr. Lamm krocked the ashes from
hie cigar. took a turn up the room,
and coming back stopped in front of
Thomas as he sat fingering his watch
fob.

“There's a mratery about this man
Fetridge,” he sald with emphasis,
“What you have found out about him
simply confirms my feeling, quite war-
ranted by my own knowledge of the
man and his circumstances, that Fet-
ridge !s a person to be very carefully
watched. Mark my words, young man.
The day you find out what secret |s
shared by Maron North-Stackhouse
and Richard Fetridge will mark =
great advance i the progress of this
investigation.”

When detective and reporter parted,
after some further Interchange of
views, & certaln line of policy was
agreed upon. Kichard Fetridge was to
be kept constaniy in sight. For the
goings and comings of the young law-
yer in the city, Mr., Lamm declared
his purpose to fully account, while Mr.
Thomas was to be the sentine! on duty
at Swampscott.

It bappened that he was passing the
North estate = little before nine
o'clock, and that jult than the whim
selzed him (o enter the broud gateway
and have a look at the silent, gloomy
mansion upon waich the heavy pall of
death and i..-fortune had visibly fallen.
There might be something stirring—
some face, some light, some whispersd
conversation, perhaps—or was [t that
the sweet, sad face of North's or-
phaned daughte: still haunted him and
lured bim out of his path?

At all events it would not necessi-
tate much of a delay, for the abiding
place of Richard Fetridge was but s
short distance beyond. At first sight
it did not seem possible that he should
galn snything by entering the grounds.
There was not even a light visible
from his standpolnt on the driveway.
It might have been, thought Mr. Thom-
a8, some long abandoned ruln for al)
semblance of life that could be
about It.
was turniog away, when his at-
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crackiog of the vine that clung to it
and finally the precipitate, probably
unintentional, drop to the ground, and
the accompanying thud.

toward him—passed him—breathing
with audible excitement.

It was a figure veiled and closely
muffled in a long cloak—the figure of a
woman.

“Is it one of the servants? Thomas
asked himself, as he cbserved her hur-
rled steps until the gate was reached,
her backward glance, as if hesitating
for & moment whether to go on or to
return, and then a quick, almost head-
long flight directly up the street In
the direction of Marblehead.

“She cannot be going to the town, at
any rate, whoever she may be,” was
Mr. Thomas' mental comment. “Is
she a thief or 2 servant? [ shall make
It my business to know more about
the matter, a* all events.”

With a stealthy Sread. quite as noise-
less as that of the cloaked figure hur-
rying before him, Thomas followed
the woman, keeping her as well In
sight as the darkness would permit.

Regarding one point there could be
oo doubt in the watcher's mind. The
fugitive knew the road she was tak-
Ing, and followed It with a fixed pur-
pose. Mr. Thomas began to find it a
matier of some diffcuity to keep her

within view, especially as the thick
follage made the darkness in some
places very black Indeed. Suddenly
the woman left the road, and ran

Across the lawn of a private estate.

Thomas hastened after her expeot-

ing to see her enter at the servants
door. But, to his surprise, she avolded
the house, and eventually came out
upon the rocks behind It, overlooking
the s=a

“Utterly absorbed in what she has
in mind.” thought Thomas. "And go-
ing stralght toward the water. too!
1 don’t know much about this distriet
but I think t} la a little polnt of
rocks out youder, just In the direction
the woman s taking What if the

crealure sbould have come to this lone-
ly spot at night to end her life?

Btartled at the thought, the reporter
made haste so0 that In case of emer-
gency he might be ready to act.

Nearer and nearer he approached
the unknown wanderer, She stood
still at last upon a rock that overhung
the water that plashed monotonously
along the long beach

The night wind swayed the folds of
her cloak as she remained there for a
moment like a statue

Suddenly, with a quick motion, the
woman drew something from her
breast, and cast §t waterwards with all
her strength. The effort seemed
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EUDDENLY WITH A QUICK MOTION

THE WOMAN DREW SUOMETHING
FROM HER BREAST AND CAST IT
WATERWARDS,

exhaust her, for she sank down a mo-
ment, clasping her bhands before her
face,

The weakness was only translent,
With nervous hands she pulled the
vell over her face and wrapped the
long cloak closely around her. Almost
headlong was the haste with which
the figure turned toward the road
again. =

Looking meither to right nor left
she passed very near the mas who
bad thus played the spy upon her.
No affrighted fawn, thought Thomas,
could have run more fleetly, under the
&pell of any dread whatsoever.

For an instant the reporter was In
& quandary. He desired to do two
things at once—1o follow the fleeting
Sgure; o swop and investigate. He
stond up, looking after her.

“Queer thing!™ he thought. “She Is
not going back to the North villa: at
least, not by the same route by which
we have come. She continues on the
road toward the Phillips Beach station.
Can it be that this woman has been
kept here In hiding, and (s going
away? Perhaps, if 1 hurry, I ecan still
overtake her.”

He stumbled hastily across the rocks
to the place where she had stood when
she threw the something, which bad
aroused his curlosity, town-d the wa-
ter. It was well-nigh a hopeless quest,
He stood for a moment In the very at-
titude which he had seen her occupy,
the lonesome swash of the sea in his
ears, measuring the distance with his
eye and trying to calculate the limit of
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be no mistake. He uttered an invol-

gardless of s thorough wetting from
an unexpected wave, grasped the glis-
tening object In his shaking hand.

it was a pistol!

CHAPTER X.
WHO 18 BHE?

If Reporter Thomas had been pre-
viously curious about the identity of
the fugitive from the North house-
hold, this curiosity had suddenly in-
tensified Into acute anxiety, now that
he had discovered the nature of her
misslon to the water side. Rather
than she should esczpe him at this
moment he would willingly forfeit a
month’s salary. He felt the keen ex-
citement of the man who finds him-
self on the verge of a momentous dis-
COvVery.

Thrusting the pistol into his pocket,
he hastened to assume his clothing,
and, at the top of his speed, made up
the road In the direction the woman
had gone. He reached the Phillips
Beach station. only to find it black and
deserted. There was the solitary fig-
ure of 4 man crossing the open space
near by. Thomas hastened to accost
him.

“"Has the last train gone, sir?”
ingquired.

“Train!™ echoed the man. *““There
is no traln from here to-night The
train leaves from Swampscott station
at 8:26. It's not a great way down
the track, but I'm afraid it's too late.”
he added, looking at his watch

A sudden thought came like an In-
spiration to the reporter.

“You didn't see a woman running
down that track a moment or two ago,
did you?™

he

“Why, yes" returned the man, evi-
dently struck with the colncldence.
“1 did. She asked me the very same

question you did, and started off in
chase for the Lrain, but it was a good
ten minules ago. The fact was, the
whole thing struck me as so peculiar
that I went after her a bit, but
how she gave me the slip. 1 must say
1 never saw a woman who could get
over the ground so fast*

Thomas walted 0 hear no more, but
was off like an arrow down dan-
gerously dark road bed

"t was a fruitiess chase
out of breath he reached
SO0l Just in time
doors closed, A man bearin
eyed him curiously as he
the platform

“Last train’s ne.”

"1 know Mr
rather hard luck that
Fate's agains: me
hap—a ducking
with thing and another, 1 have
been balked every way I woulda't
care, only that & lady was to meet me
here and go to Bosiwon with me in the
train.”

“Lady with a vell and long cloak?”

“Yes "

“She went on In the train without
you, my friend. Sorry for you, but
there's once chance yet. You may
catch that horse car into Boston, hy
way of Lyna, if you hurry.”

Mr. Thomas was perfectly aware of
this fact, but he thanked the man with
the lantern very gratefully and set out
©oa » run for the corner indicated.

The car was passing just as he ar-
rived, and Thomas went with It as it
rattied its slow way into Boston—a
slowness that was magnified a hundred
fold by the reporter’s keen impatience.
He was anxious to examine the weap-
on of which he had so strangely be-
come possessed, bul he did not com-
sider it prudent to do so until he was
free from observation. The opportun-
ity arrived at last under an electric
lght, In a quiet street in the city.

“Callber 7 he mentally commented.
“Thirty-two! | thought as much. The
old-fashioned four-barreled pepper-box

some-

the

Entirely
the Swamp-
to see the
£ A lantern
came upon

siation

E

sald

he said, curtly
Thomas “It's
nf mine to-night
sure. | bhad a mis-
anid what

A5 You see;

one

of a kind in use before the war. AR
Sharp's patent, 1889. Probably a rem-
Inlscence of North's younger days.

Breech-loading, 100. There's no alm
to the thing at long range; but it's a
deadly weapon In a hand-to-hand con-
filet, Acd It contains at present?
Let's see. How do you get the conm-
founded thing open? Ah! by this Iit-
tle button above the trigger. 8¢, so.
Three full cartridges and one empty
shell. The smut of the powder is siill
upon the muzzle. Recently fired. and
not yet cleaned! Why, what fool could
have taken so little pains 10 conceal a
guilty fact?”

ke hastily thrust the pistol from
slght and drew a long breath. A coin-
cidence was out of the question. He
no longer doubted the |mportance of
his discovery. Luck—or was it fate’—
had strangely favored him.

By this time Mr. Thomas had
reached the borders of the district
where life Is stirring, night as well as
day.

It was late, but not so late that the
hackmen, always incliced to social

propinquity, were not still to be found
in their accustomed haunts.

By all the groups gathered In smoky
“all night” restaurants, or talking over
the merits and demerits of their re-
spective teams, Thomas was welcomed
as a friend of long standing.

He took their chaffing about the out-
ward and visible signs of his wetting
with characteristic good-humor; and
between repartees that brought a broad

“Easterp depot? Why, Big Jim had
a fare from there to-night. Here, Big
Jim, leave off your palaver with the
dames at that table a moment and
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untary cry, and, plunging forward. re-

“l don't know that, Jim,* answered
Thomas, cautiously. “I ‘guess she can’t.
be the person | wanted, after all'

The two parted excelient friends, as.
always. For an hour or more the re-
porter worked at his desk, Then he
curled up In bis chalr for a nap, Im-
pressing upon one of the “night-owls™
there on duty to wake him at 4:45.
without fail

When the gong clashed at the Al-
bany stalion at five the next morning,.
among the passengers on that early
traln—well-named “accommodation”—
wWas Mr. Thomas. Iln one hand he held.
& copy of the city edition of the morn-
ing Globe. The other held a tcket to
Hartford.

It was 10:30 before the Charter Qak.
city was reached. Mr. Thomas' first
efforts brought him into cantact with.
the Jehus of the Connecticut capltal.

It was not at all a dificult matter to
find the whereabouts of the solitary
bhack driver who walted for a chance
passenger on the night trains; bhut. Tom.
Ludlow was asleep, and the rep rien
found the time on his hands until noon.

“How are you, sir? said Ludlow,
stretching himself and yawning as he
met the ioquirer, who had been walt-
ing for his awakening. Both were at

the door of the hotel stable. “A lady
fare? Yes. She's mafe enough. Friend
of yours—relative?"

Mr. Thomas thereupon set forth,
with much carnestness, that he had

misged the young woman through an
unavoidable accident, that they were
Eving to & friend in Hartford, and that
he had been much disturbed over the
fact that she uad been obliged to make
the journey at nlght alone
“Naturally,” be sald, in closing, "I
Am anxious enough about her. She's
& timid girl; oo young to be out alone

like this. But I coulda't help It. 1
hope you bestowed her safely some-
where. At her friend's, | suppose T’

The coachman flicked a fly off the
post pear which be was standing with
Ereatl accuracy.

“You are wrong thare. Her friends
were out of town. The girl did not
know what to do; cried and took on.
Course [ felt sorry for her, and [ drove
her 0 the hotel Kuowing the night

clerk, 1 just sald a word in his ear
that the lady was all right, and he
gEave her a room Curious, though,
why she'd wrap herself up so! 1 dido't

Eet & peek aL her face at all™

“S8he's not been well at all receatly.
Fact ls, the Journey was partly taken
on account of her health,” anawered
the reporter. “Hut | am ETeatly in-
debted to you for the kindness yon
have shown her under these unfortun-
ate clrcumstances. Here's a two-dollar
bill to prove it. Take it, man; it's all
right. And now where is the lady?™

“In the house, yonder.” returned
Ludlow, polnting with his whip. *“1
registered her name as ‘Miss Brown,
Boston." The clerk will find out for
you whether she Is up yetr.”

The City hotel register bore the
Dame, and the clerk listened with pro-
fessional courtesay tw Mr. Thomas
statement of the case.

“We've not seen her yet” he sald.
“Very likely, however, she may be up
and dressed by this time. [ will sead
up your card If you wish. Froat'"

Mr. Thomas, taking a blank card
from the plgeon-hole. wrote hurriedly
the following name, which & bell boy
soon carried to room X:

“Mr. Willlam C. Waterston.”

“Whoever she may be, she will be
frightened, | suppose. at reading this
elaborate name,” Thomas thought,
“But | must see her at all hazards *

In & moment the boy had returnad,
bearing the card in his hand.

“l knocked two or three times, sir,
pretty loud, but couldn’'t make anyone
answer,” he sald. “There wasn't =
sound o the room that | could hear.™

The sudden look of alarm on Thom-
as” face was not lost upon the clerk.
He glanced at the cloek, and noted that
the hands pointed at half-past 12,

“Tell the chambermaid of the floor
o open the room."” he zald.

While the order was being carried
out, Thomas stood motioniess at the
desk, the prey of & wague apprehen-
slon.

It was the chambermald herself who
came to the office with the key of room
X In her hand.

“There's no one in the room,” she
declared, with eagerness. “The bed
bas not been slept in, and the woman
must have stolen away during the
night.”

Mr. Thomas looked blankly inte the
clerk's face. A very slight lifting of
the shoulders was the only comment
of that functionary.

The reporter caught Its meaning.
“The poor girl must be out of her head,
and is wandering about somewhere,™
bhe sald. “Permit me to pay the bill
for her lodging.” The clerk bowed.
“Should she chance to return while [
am awar,” he added, “you will detain
her, I am sure, courteously, but firmly.
How unfortunate! How very unfor-
tunate!”

"It is barely possible that the lady
may have been frightened away, If she
Was In & state of nervous prostration
&8 you InUmate,” remarked the clerk,
more cordial in manner now that the
little account for the might's lodging
been settled.




